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	Journey Through the Mare Nostrum

**Disclaimer: I don't own anything; all the rights goes to their rightful owners. Every quote, or sentences that is mentioned or used in the chapter or the whole fic does not belong to me but to it rightful owner.**

**I have no idea why am I writing this fic, since I still have other three to finish. One of them is a very long, eventful MOA. But I was inspired by my recent conversation with (Daughter of the Earthshaker.) BTW, go check her stories. If you want an original plot that have another quest with entire different situations or a plot then 'Book I: The Greco-Roman alliance' is for you. (I hope I wrote the title correctly, it's late in midnight here and I'm too lazy to check.) **

**The plot-line isn't mine, as I remember once reading about a similar one where Jason is left at the Roman camp after the Argo II fired on New Rome, and it was a while ago so I forgot the name of the fic or the owner, Apologies but this isn't one-shot. Like the title suggests, this will convey Reyna's journey through the Mare Nostrum, it will still be going on along at the same time with the seven (Now six), as they also journey through the Mare Nostrum. As for my MOA fic, I know that I promised three weeks hiatus but I couldn't catch up on time, I'm re-writing the chapters and adding scenes that weren't there. I hadn't much elaborated on the Greeks stay in CJ and now, I have the chance to fix it so be patient.**

**Important note: The first part is the introduction in Annabeth's pov, but it will be the only time where someone's pov other than Jason or Reyna will be written. And yes, the Annabeth is taken from Rick's MOA, only some changes are made from here to there. **

**Enjoy your readings, and don't forget to comment.**

* * *

><p><strong>Annabeth cursed Leo, she cursed their luck, and she cursed Jason.<strong>

A shrill sound pierced the air. Light flashed in the corner of Annabeth's eye.

She turned in time to see an explosion blast a new crater in the forum. A burning couch tumbled through the air.

Demigods scattered in panic.

"Giants?" Annabeth reached for her dagger, which of course wasn't there. "I thought their army was defeated!"

"It isn't the giants." Reyna's eyes seethed with rage. "You've betrayed our trust."

"What? No!" As soon as she said it, the Argo II launched a second volley.

Its port ballista fired a massive spear wreathed in Greek fire, which sailed straight through the broken dome of the Senate House and exploded inside, lighting up the building like a jack-o'-lantern.

If anyone had been in there…

"Gods, no." A wave of nausea almost made Annabeth's knees buckle.

"Reyna, it isn't possible. We'd never do this!" The metal dogs ran to their mistress's side. They snarled at Annabeth but paced uncertainly, as if reluctant to attack.

"You're telling the truth," Reyna judged. "Perhaps you were not aware of this treachery, but someone must pay."

Down in the forum, chaos was spreading. Crowds were pushing and shoving. Fistfights were breaking out. "Bloodshed," Reyna said. "We have to stop it!"

Annabeth had a horrible feeling this might be the last time Reyna and she ever acted in agreement, but together they ran down the hill.

If weapons had been allowed in the city, Annabeth's friends would have already been dead. The Roman demigods in the forum had coalesced into an angry mob. Some threw plates, food, and rocks at the Argo II, which was pointless, as most of the stuff fell back into the crowd.

Several dozen Romans had surrounded Piper and Jason, who were trying to calm them without much luck. Piper's charmspeak was useless against so many screaming, angry demigods. Jason's forehead was bleeding. His purple cloak had been ripped to shreds.

He kept pleading, "I'm on your side!" but his orange Camp Half-Blood T-shirt didn't help matters—nor did the warship overhead, firing flaming spears into New Rome. One landed nearby and blasted a toga shop to rubble.

"Pluto's pauldrons," Reyna cursed. "Look."

Armed legionnaires were hurrying toward the forum. Two artillery crews had set up catapults just outside the Pomerian Line and were preparing to fire at the Argo II.

"That'll just make things worse," Annabeth said.

"I hate my job," Reyna growled. She rushed off toward the legionnaires, her dogs at her side.

_Percy_, Annabeth thought, scanning the forum desperately. _Where are you?_

Two Romans tried to grab her. She ducked past them, plunging into the crowd. As if the angry Romans, burning couches, and exploding buildings weren't confusing enough, hundreds of purple ghosts drifted through the forum, passing straight through the demigods' bodies and wailing incoherently.

The fauns had also taken advantage of the chaos. They swarmed the dining tables, grabbing food, plates, and cups. One trotted by Annabeth with his arms full of tacos and an entire pineapple between his teeth.

A statue of Terminus exploded into being, right in front of Annabeth. He yelled at her in Latin, no doubt calling her a liar and a rule breaker; but she pushed the statue over and kept running.

Finally, she spotted Percy. He and his friends, Hazel and Frank, were standing in the middle of a fountain as Percy repelled the angry Romans with blasts of water. Percy's toga was in tatters, but he looked unhurt.

Annabeth called to him as another explosion rocked the forum.

This time the flash of light was directly overhead. One of the Roman catapults had fired, and the Argo II groaned and tilted sideways, flames bubbling over its bronze-plated hull.

Annabeth noticed a figure clinging desperately to the rope ladder, trying to climb down.

It was Octavian, his robes steaming and his face black with soot. Over by the fountain, Percy blasted the Roman mob with more water.

Annabeth ran toward him, ducking a Roman fist and a flying plate of sandwiches.

"Annabeth!" Percy called. "What—?"

"I don't know!" she yelled.

"I'll tell you what!" cried a voice from above. Octavian had reached the bottom of the ladder. "The Greeks have fired on us! Your boy Leo has trained his weapons on Rome!"

Annabeth's chest filled with liquid hydrogen. She felt like she might shatter into a million frozen pieces.

"You're lying," she said. "Leo would never—"

"I was just there!" Octavian shrieked. "I saw it with my own eyes!"

The Argo II returned fire. Legionnaires in the field scattered as one of their catapults was blasted to splinters.

"You see?" Octavian screamed. "Romans, kill the invaders!"

Annabeth growled in frustration. There was no time for anyone to figure out the truth. The crew from Camp Half-Blood was outnumbered a hundred to one, and even if Octavian had managed to stage some sort of trick (which she thought likely), they'd never be able to convince the Romans before they were overrun and killed.

"We have to leave," she told Percy.

"Now." He nodded grimly. "Hazel, Frank, you've got to make a choice. Are you coming?"

Hazel looked terrified, but she donned her cavalry helmet. "Of course we are. But you'll never make it to the ship unless we buy you some time."

"How?" Annabeth asked. Hazel whistled. Instantly a blur of beige shot across the forum. A majestic horse materialized next to the fountain. He reared, whinnying and scattering the mob. Hazel climbed on his back like she'd been born to ride. Strapped to the horse's saddle was a Roman cavalry sword. Hazel unsheathed her golden blade.

"Send me an Iris-message when you're safely away, and we'll rendezvous," she said. "Arion, ride!"

The horse zipped through the crowd with incredible speed, pushing back Romans and causing mass panic.

Annabeth felt a glimmer of hope. Maybe they could make it out of here alive. Then, from halfway across the forum, she heard Jason shouting. "Romans!" he cried. "Please!"

He and Piper were being pelted with plates and stones. Jason tried to shield Piper, but a brick caught him above the eye. He crumpled, and the crowd surged forward.

"Get back!" Piper screamed. Her charmspeak rolled over the mob, making them hesitate, but Annabeth knew the effect wouldn't last.

Percy and she couldn't possibly reach them in time to help.

"Frank," Percy said, "it's up to you. Can you help them?" Annabeth didn't understand how Frank could do that all by himself, but he swallowed nervously.

"Oh, gods," he murmured. "Okay, sure. Just get up the ropes. Now."

Percy and Annabeth lunged for the ladder.

Octavian was still clinging to the bottom, but Percy yanked him off and threw him into the mob. They began to climb as armed legionnaires flooded into the forum.

Arrows whistled past Annabeth's head. An explosion almost knocked her off the ladder.

Halfway up, she heard a roar below and glanced down.

Romans screamed and scattered as a full-sized dragon charged through the forum—a beast even scarier than the bronze dragon figurehead on the Argo II. It had rough gray skin like a Komodo lizard's and leathery bat wings.

Arrows and rocks bounced harmlessly off its hide as it lumbered toward Piper and Jason, he was trying to grab them.

"Is that…?" Annabeth couldn't even put the thought into words.

"Frank," Percy confirmed, a few feet above her. "He has a few special talents."

"Understatement," Annabeth muttered. "Keep climbing!"

Without the dragon and Hazel's horse to distract the archers, they never would have made it up the ladder; but finally they climbed past a row of broken aerial oars and onto the deck. The rigging was on fire.

The foresail was ripped down the middle, and the ship listed badly to starboard.

There was no sign of Coach Hedge, but Leo stood amidships, calmly reloading the ballista. Annabeth's gut twisted with horror.

"Leo!" she screamed. "What are you doing?"

"Destroy them…" He faced Annabeth. His eyes were glazed. His movements were like a robot's. "Destroy them all." He turned back to the ballista, but Percy tackled him.

Leo's head hit the deck hard, and his eyes rolled up so that only the whites showed.

The gray dragon soared into view.

It circled the ship once and landed at the bow, depositing Piper, who collapsed.

Annabeth's thoughts jumbled into a mess as she tried to see where Jason was, but couldn't see him anywhere because of the angry mob of Romans. "Where is…" her heart squeezed in her chest, she might be a bit wary of Jason, but he was a part of the destined seven to defeat mother earth and without him…

Piper was sobbing, "Jason, he didn't…" she got up and headed towards the rope, as if to climb back down to her death but Percy yanked her back, her seaweed brain seemed confused as to what do with Piper, before he looked at her.

"Go!" Percy yelled. "Get us out of here!"

With a shock, Annabeth realized he was talking to her. She ran for the helm.

She made the mistake of glancing over the rail and saw armed legionnaires closing ranks in the forum, preparing flaming arrows.

Hazel spurred Arion, and they raced out of the city with a mob chasing after them.

More catapults were being wheeled into range. All along the Pomerian Line, the statues of Terminus were glowing purple, as if building up energy for some kind of attack.

Annabeth looked over the controls. She cursed Leo for making them so complicated. No time for fancy maneuvers, but she did know one basic command: Up. She grabbed the aviation throttle and yanked it straight back.

The ship groaned. The bow tilted up at a horrifying angle. The mooring lines snapped, and the Argo II shot into the clouds.

* * *

><p><strong>Reyna was seething in rage; she was way beyond furious. <strong>

How dare the Greeks attack after the Romans welcomed them without any blood being shed, she trusted Percy Jackson against her better judgement. Now, her city was in ruins, the senate building had been blown up, and the Lares wouldn't stop wailing so she can think straight.

She cursed her un-ability to touch the ghosts, before she decided to get up the half-broken table, glancing around the area to check if anyone is seriously injured.

"Romans," she shouted, trying to stop them before raging anymore, the damned Argo II had long been gone, and it was no use to waste the catapults on thin air.

A sickly pale face emerged from the crowd of Romans, and headed towards her. Octavian's face was covered in soot, and his toga was half-burned. His face was contorted in a grim expression, the slight turn in his mouth seemed to taunt her.

"See what had they done," he gestured to their surroundings, "And you claimed that they were innocents as did our ex-beloved Praetor."

"Not now, Octavian." She growled, cutting him off. She was in no mood to deal with his attitude for now. "We have more important matters to discuss currently," she groaned inwardly when the Romans still were in panic mode, she didn't blame them considering that they were fighting for more than two days before the trio made it back from Alaska.

"Oh for the love of Jupiter," she grumbled before murmuring under her breath, the torches around the forum lit in fire, she made sure to increase the heat as the Romans finally seemed to stop.

"Legion formate," she ordered, watching in satisfaction as the legionnaires yelped, trying to get in their formations. "Centurions forward."

The centurions of the five cohorts stepped forwards, only nine were there. The other centurion of the first cohort wasn't next to Michael Kahale. The son of Venus seemed have realized his partner's absence because an expression of dreed took a place of his face.

Reyna will deal with it later, but for now…

"Centurions," her loud voice echoed through the silent area, no one dared to break the silence, not even Octavian. "I want a list of every causality, every building that has been damaged, and every scratch on every Legionnaire. Mark the roll and double check it again, I don't want some legionnaires to be considered missing when they are at the infirmary, then report to me."

She waited a second to let her words sink in before resuming, "Legionnaires, search for your missing fellow legionnaires, and report to your centurion for any missing ones, or any dead, the heavily injured should report to the infirmary after being marked off the roll check by the centurions. As for the ones who have simple injuries, I want our weapons to be counted and checked, return the ballistae to their original storage. And I want this forum to be cleaned, any missing pieces or stolen should be reported. Understood?"

"Ave Praetor," they all called back, before each centurion started to mark the roll.

Some of the Lares were shouting from the side lines, Reyna gritted her teeth. "In the name of Pluto, shut up." She ordered them, some gave her a nasty glare that she easily returned before marching off while others nodded stiffly.

Octavian clapped slowly from behind, "Not bad, Praetor." He snarled.

Reyna counted to ten before she did something she won't regret later on. "Yes, Octavian, would you like to add something?"

He nodded, "We need to send the eagles, so we know their whereabouts." He said. Reyna shook her head, "Not needed, we need to re-group and check our causalities, before we reach any other decision."

"Praetor," Octavian said through clenched teeth, "The Greeks getting into our city was your decision, trusting that filthy Graecus was your decision. I find myself not very trusting of your judgement."

Reyna smiled slowly which seemed to cause Octavian to falter for a second.

That second was all that Reyna needed before she had him in her grip, her left knee was on his chest, pressing harder when he tried to get up. Her dagger was on his throat against his pale, thin neck. To the point of almost drawing blood, heaven know why hadn't she got rid of him earlier.

The centurions stopped their work to watch the exchange between her and Octavian, Reyna glared at them and they returned to their duties, through their sounds were quieted. They were no doubt listening.

She leaned closely to Octavian, and looked at him in the eyes. "Let's get one thing straight here, I'm the Praetor of the legion, and I will not be questioned. My authority will not be challenged, when I say that we won't send the eagles yet, it's because we are trying to sort out who can travel, and how many were injured. But, trust me when I say, someone will pay dearly. Understood?"

Octavian nodded stiffly, "Crystal," he pressed his lips into a thin line, and Reyna got up from him. She glared at the Centurions and their legionnaires, before she went to find Terminus.

The god of boundaries was seething, his purple aura was expanding slowly developing the entire Pomerian line, slowly itching upwards in the air.

"Terminus," she called carefully. Terminus isn't the guardian of New Rome if he wasn't qualified for the job, it meant that he wouldn't hesitate to terminate someone.

"Praetor," he shouted in outrage as soon as he noticed her, "This is beyond unacceptable, a mockery to the name of Rome." He was speaking in Latin so fast that Reyna almost didn't catch on, she remained silent for the sake of it. Better let him vent a little.

"How dare you, of all the people, allow those damned Greeks to enter into our sacred grounds?" he growled furiously, and for a second, Reyna did think that he will kill her.

"They sailed peacefully to here, and we needed to negotiate with them in the order…"

"Peacefully," he spat that word like it held no meaning in his dictionary, "Haven't you realized that by now, oaths hold no meaning to the Greeks. Just look at the daughter of Minerva, she is the biggest example, or Perseus Jackson. They both are nothing but a result of a broken oath."

"Perseus Jackson did help defend this city," she said, "He traveled to the land beyond the gods' sphere of control, and he retrieved the legion standard."

"Perseus Jackson is a Greek," Terminus said, but Reyna could detect the sadness hidden. Terminus seemed to have taken a liking to the son of Neptune. "He swore on his life that the Greeks won't attack, I hope that you wouldn't forget this, Praetor."

Reyna nodded stiffly.

Romans took their oaths seriously, and Percy did swear on his life. She just hoped that whatever they were planning to do will work, and not backfire in their faces because if it came down to choosing.

Reyna wouldn't hesitate a second before siding with her Romans.

"What is up with the purple energy?" she couldn't help but see it, like a hidden layer. Most people would only notice Terminus glowing, but not her.

She could see into the hidden layers. That pure, divine aura that belonged to a god, and his energy was seeming to be forming a shield around New Rome.

Terminus clenched his teeth, "I'm putting New Rome into official lockdown, the legionnaires have until midnight to clear out of the city, and say goodbyes to their loved ones before I will lock the city from the insides." He said, his eyes were glancing around, as if trying to anticipate if there will be another ballista fired again.

Reyna nodded, if an official lockdown is issued then the city will be safe from anything that might come at them. The citizens of New Rome will be safe, and well protected from anything that will be happening around them.

Reyna excused herself, but Terminus called for her, "Praetor, be warned that I will blast any Roman carrying any sort of weapon near the Pomerian line."

Reyna nodded, before she walked away from him, and towards Camp Jupiter, to the Principia. She needed to start sorting out some tasks that are needed to be done, before the pile of endless paper became even endless.

Out of the corner of her eyes, she noticed a group of legionnaires had gathered over someone, a fallen legionnaire. With a heavy heart, Reyna headed towards them.

There was no way someone wasn't badly injured during the attack, and it all fell on Reyna's hands. The blood of every legionnaire was on her hands, and she would never be able to wipe out all the blood.

"Give a way," some probatio yelped, nudging his fellow mates to make a way for her.

"What is going…..." she trailed off when she noticed the person laying on the ground, unconscious as the gash on his forehead bled.

The same blond hair that sometime gleamed like imperial gold from her memories, and that scar above his lips. She felt as heart was squeezing badly in her chest, like she couldn't breathe at all.

Jason Grace was here, in camp Jupiter and he wasn't that welcomed anymore after he seemed to side with the Greeks. She can already imagine Octavian's smirk, and his plea at any gathering for Jason Grace's execution.

Being stoned (already he'd done that), or crucified.

She kept her face neutral and emotionless. His presence here meant that he wouldn't be able to journey with the other seven, and possibly stop mother earth.

"Stop," she ordered the medic who was attempting to feed him some ambrosia; Dakota glared at her, daring her to prevent him from helping his best-friend, "Dakota, take him to the dungeons, I want him shackled. I also want you to appoint two guards wearing a leather armor to supervise him as gold is perfect conductor to electricity. You are not permitted to speak with him, or engage in any sort of communication with him. You will only act on my orders, and my orders only. I will be informed immediately the second he wakes up,"

Dakota was the safest bit to keep Jason from being killed along the way, then blaming his death on the Greeks. He would make extra sure to not appoint someone who hated Jason, or is influenced by Octavian.

"Dimmitto," She dismissed them, before making another round around the forum to see if anyone didn't get their orders.

The entire time, her mind was racing in a thousand miles per second speed. What will happen to the seven without Jason? What will happen to Jason? Can she let him die without hearing him first? Did he even remember them? His family and friends, or did he forget all the memories, and turned to the Graecus side?

Returning to the principia, she took off her armor before taking a deep breath. Her anger took the best of her and she threw the chair to the wall, breaking it to pieces.

She was still angered; she'd been stupid to trust Percy Jackson. It was something she will never repeat again. In the end, Circe was right about men in general, they were nothing more than pigs.

No matter how much she was angry, she couldn't help but stare wistfully towards the bowl of un-touched jelly beans. Wishing for the good old days to return, with the son of Jupiter by her side, helping her to bear the weight of the entire world on their shoulders again.

* * *

><p><strong>Don't you love Reyna? she is one of the best characters in HOO, and the only reason the blood of Olympus was worth my bucks. I hope that I conveyed her in character, and I would like to remind people again, this fic will focus on the Romans side of war so there will be some Greek bashing, a lot. Another thing should be known (I think that its commonly known) I ship Jeyna, and pretty much consider JasonxPiper a crack-romantic-ship, I somewhat tolerate Piper, and her character will be more focused in my MOA fic and actually developing slowly because she will be rarely present in here, only mentions as well as the seven, or maybe some dream-visions.<strong>

**I hope that you all enjoyed the chapter, despite the larger portion already existing in the original book. Comment your thoughts as they are needed to develop my writing or the plot.**

**Peace out... **


End file.
